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And a thousand Enola Gays dropped their 
cargo to the earth, babies striking the bombs 
we had cradled in our arms with soothing song 


—Andreas Gripp, lines from an unfinished poem 


Metamorphosis 


Betwixt your tears, 
you tell me 

you never yearned 
to leave your child- 
hood, embrace 
the hair upon your 
body and the 
estrogen amok, 


saying there are 
times 

that a caterpillar 
balks 

at crucial change, 


that the burden 
of shapely wings, 
each spot and 
painted blemish, 
is simply too much 
to convey, 


that it prefers 

the slower crawl, 

on leafy 

stems and branches, 
the wonder of the 
journey, 


the tactile 

breath that bounces 

back to its face 

and many legs, 

without the worry 

of being cupped in 
snaring palms, 

a collector’s mesh of 

net and glass encasement; 


the view from the ground— 
greater than any 

fresco sky 

can possibly offer, 

amidst 

its phantom ceiling, 

its polonaise 

of cloud and sun 

a tease, unable 

to be touched, 


kisses sent and 

never returned, 
(affection washed away 
in every down- 

pour), 


not even when the wind 
will lift its floating 
breed to heights 


that tickle the heavens, 
the only time they laugh 
before the stars 

placate us all 

with their indifference. 


Dream Away, Bomb Baby 


and don’t even think about 
the rubble around your crib, 
the ceiling that crushed 
your mother and the walls 
blown out with a bbom— 
that should have awakened 
you, like the chalky 

white of the living dead 
who never saw it coming, 


that so many in Ukraine 

have been forced to do without— 
a coffin not a crib 

but that was last week’s poem 
you see, | meant to say Gaza 

all along 


but “anti-Semite” 

keeps my ink from running 
out, like dancers at a kibbutz 
in Re’im, who believed that 
music unites us all 

in spite of war, shot ina 
corner barrel by the 

sons of some Allah, 


to be avenged by 
Yahweh’s children, 
this God unsure 
of His sacred 
designation, 


and whether or not 
each slumbering babe 
is worthy of gentle 
sleep, the kind in which 
you crawl and laugh 

in lofty, floral grasses, 


feel their tickle 
and caress, 


hear the whistle 

of the breeze 
without the warning 
of what’s to hit you. 


Sui Generis 


It’s never the same sky 
twice, | remark, 

on this walk that hugs 
the river 


and you’re right to cite 

the saying as a riff 

from our former 

Sensei, who spoke of ripples 
in the water and the 

debris that’s carried 

away, 


and I’m sure he thought 

the same 

when it comes to clouds, 
each wisp and configuration: 


like there, the horns of a bull, 
one that mimics Taurus 

in the night, when again 

the combinations— 


endless, like a lotto 
with only a fixed amount 
of balls, 


their digits dropped 
by the push 
of gust and gale, 


their numeric, Arabic faces 
granting wishes, 

like a genie 

freed in the desert— 

from a bottle swept 

by something we cannot see, 


where there’s never 

a nimbus in sight, a stream 

that surges through, and the stars 
a phantom tease, 


that under their fleeting cool 
we swear the patterns are alive, 
inspire us to entreat 

upon the first we see 

each dusk, 

as if the billion proffered up 

by all the children of the Earth 


never go unanswered, 


as if the mothers and 
their dead arose 

when early morning sun 
was at its lowest, 


like a Christ who strolls 
the streets of Jerusalem, 
His blood on cobble- 
stones 


barely even dried, 


mistaken for a Ghost 
who answers prayer 
to this very day, 


with the holes that 
grace His palms, 
the rivers 

gushing through, 


astonished He holds 
the whole world in His hands. 


Bing 


Hello, this is Bing! 

I’m the new Al-powered 
chat mode 

and the search engine 
of your dreams. 


| promise creative inspiration 
and summarized answers 
to all your questions, 


such as 
How can | improve my 
sleep quality? 


Which I'd like to know 
in case my nightmares 
start acting up, 


the one with my favourite 
crooner, 

who’s killed 

by a single bullet 

from my gun, 

in the middle of 

White Christmas, 


or was it his duet 
with David Bowie 
recorded shortly 
before he died? 
Felled by a failing 
heart 

after a hardy 
round of golf, 


though it’s only 
September 
when it happens, 
in my midnight 
revery, 


where I’m looking for 
his granddaughter, 
Denise, 

totally delish 

in TNG, 


the scene of her 
with Data, Star Trek’s 
Pinocchio android 
(episode 3, 

The Naked Now), 


10 


that | was simply 
looking for the shot, 
of her and her naked 
stomach, 

the bottom of 

one of her breasts 
exposed 

by the skimpy 

cut of her dress, 


the one that all 
the nerds 

had saved, 

in the gallery 

of their iPhones 
come the days of 
internet, 


but neither of the 
Crosbys 

are the point 

of this stupid poem, 


though Google gave 
the elusive 
pic much sooner, 
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wise that Bing 
would cough it up 

a little later, 
protective granddad 
that he was, 


knowing | was a 
creep to leer 

at Denise’s 
sexy curves, 


but | surely must 

digress, 

wondering why 

my hands are 

trembling, when I’m not even 
scared or anxious, 


knowing Google will leap to 
Parkinson’s, and |’ll start 

to plan for my death 

ahead of time, 


Medical Assistance 
In Dying 

just a couple of clicks 
away 
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while Bing seems 
clearly open 
to other scenarios: 


It might just be 

a case of 

rattled nerves, 

too much fucking coffee 
to begin your day, 


that wasted crush 
you have, 

on the girl 

from the seventh 
floor. 


Go ahead, ask me anything 
that’s on your mind— 


anything, anything at all. 


| promise not to judge. 
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Artificial Intelligence 


It came to a head 
the moment | read 
Al Purdy’s 

printed name— 

as Al in upper 
case, 


in this milieu 
of robotic 
replacement, 


an oxymoron, 
perhaps, warned that 
we’ve begun 

our own extinction, 
flung-in-motion 


photography 

clearly fake, 

paintings that are void 

of human hands, 

absent of the errors 

which denote our humanity; 


and that hot new 
book of poems 
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everyone’s talking 
about these days, 


created by a 
chatbox 
in under 
half an hour, 


one that’s never 
loved and lost, 
watched a mother 
slip away 

beyond its reach, 
like all the Alfreds 
of the world, 


bringing back the time 
| asked for Alan, 

at the Al Dente 
Ristorante, 

a hands-on 
connoisseur 

| believed, 


that Mr. Dente 
had embodied 


the ideal of being perfect, 
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to the tooth, | later 
learned, 


that sweet spot 

in the middle 

of what’s otherwise 
overdone, 
undercooked 

and hard to chew, 


because a flawless 
stovetop timer 

had miscounted 
nine short minutes, 


had no idea 

of how it felt 

to dine in candlelight, 
hold a belovéd’s 
shadowed hand 
between the swallows. 
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Writer’s Block 


After a summer 
penning nothing, 

| took part 

in the writing 

prompt challenge 

you recommended, 
one for each day of the 
month 


and it’s October, 
assuming I’d get to 
whittle away 

at the leaves that 
start to turn, 

their multi- 
coloured glory, 


or scribble 

a piece on pumpkins 
and the goofy 
autumn sweater 
you gave me 
straight off a 
mannequin’s 

back. 
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Instead, day one had 
offered up 

a stone, 

one upon a beach 
perhaps, just waiting 
to be skipped— 
between convex, 
concave waves, 

like the belly of 

a buddha 

in breath, 

lean and flat 

on his back, 

(not the portly, 
seated fellow 

we often see 
depicted), 


and that was 

too haiku 

| thought, thinking 
the prompter 
would call it 

a cop-out, 

a meager 
bagatelle, 
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but nothing else 
had come to mind 
except Fred 
Fucking Flintstone, 


and what could 

| likely write 
about a ‘60s 
cartoon character, 
with no relevance 
in the 2020s? 


That Bedrock 
solved an 
early climate 


crisis, by using vehicles 


powered by feet? 


That their carbon 
footprint was 
lowered since they 
never wore shoes 
to begin with? 

No pants 

or second threads? 
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That baby name 
books were thin 

and short on selection, 
surnames confined 

to the sediment 

of the earth: 


Gravel, Slate, 
Quarry and Slab, 


that a poet 

from that period 
would have no trouble 
with such a prompt, 
one bequeathing 

a head I’ve 

scratched and scarred, 


wondering 

how yabba-dabba-do! 
could possibly slide 
into a sonnet, a ghazal, 
or one of those 
innovative pieces 
publishers say 

is avant-garde, 

pushes boundaries, 


20 


like a tectonic 
plate’s uprising, 
leaves no rock 


or stone unturned. 
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Jesus Murphy 


You asked who 

Murphy was 

when | cried 

Jesus, Murphy, and Joseph! 


It was only 

my usual spillage, 
from cheap 
spaghetti sauce, 


the watery no- 
name brand 

the grocer sells 
near Boyardee 
(who, surprisingly, 
was an actual chef, 
first name Hector, 


looking an awful 
lot like Captain 
Kangaroo— 
who easily 
could have been 
a better cook, 
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that Gordon 
Ramsay would’ve 
ate the Italian 
alive, spitting out 
his concoction 
from a can, 

the Barfaroni, 
calling him a 
disgrace, 

to the puffy 
toque blanch 
upon his head), 


and see how 
easily | am 
sidetracked, 
when asked a 
simple question? 


Darling, Murphy 

is the man 

| would have been, 
if reincarnation 

is true, 

and not the engineer 
who gets the credit; 
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instead, a sadly unlucky 
fellow, a George 
Costanza of sorts, 
channelling his inner 
Charlie Brown, 


that yes, everything 
that could 

had gone so very wrong, 
in love and in 


career, 


that a piano 
being lifted 

by a rope, 

to an open 
window awaiting, 
had suddenly 
broken free, 
landing on his head, 
killing him 

in an instant, 

the day after 
penning his law, 


24 


that the woman 
who would have 
played it 

sung to the Virgin 
in prayerful song, 


knew the notes 

of Ave Maria 

by rote, 

that there should 

have been an accent 
on thee, 

denoting its distinction 
from every 

avenue, 


that she would have 
never 

taken Mary’s name 

in vain, 

though the intermittent 
Jesus, Joseph, had slipped 
on out, 


her tongue a 
braided chord 
that sometimes 
snaps, 
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causing the fall 
of what is otherwise 
never heard, 


an appellation, 

for instance, 

sacred and reverently 
held, that plunges 
like an anvil 

from a cliff, 


that Wile E. 
Coyote 

had it worse 
than us all, 


that Acme 

is still in business 
this very day, 

run by Murphy’s 
second cousin, 
who is known 

to never cuss, 

no matter 

the predicament 
he’s in, 
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even acting 

like a mime 

when a tombstone 
tipped and fell, 
smashing 

every toe 

in both his feet, 


wishing his ventures 
hadn’t expanded 

to the perished, 
knowing there will 
never be an end 

to unlucky breaks, 
their predictability, 
their indifference; 


callous, as granite 
keeping watch 
on all the dead. 
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Slim Pickings 


For whatever reason, 

| have a habit of confusing 

Slim Pickens with Wilson Pickett. 
There’s no answer to why | pick 
this couldn’t-be-more-different pair 
to mix up or lump together, 

with Slim’s southern drawl 

the antithesis of Wilson’s Soul, 
In the Midnight Hour 

being as far 

from a rodeo star 

as one could get. 


At the same time, | can’t imagine 
Pickett riding the A-bomb, 

at the end of Dr. Strangelove, 
though he did do a rendition 

of Mustang Sally, perhaps 

as homage to his hee-haw counter- 
part, that a car and a horse 

have a similar role to play 

on any stage, 


one to take a drunken man 
on a deadly city spin, 
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the other to gallop at a 
breakneck speed, saddle 
ablaze, that they don’t call it 
horsepower for nothing, 


and | doubt they’d ever met, 
one destined for the bottle 
while the other by a tumour 
felled, over twenty years apart, 


that it’s a case of Black and White, 
that the next time I’Il play it safe, 
stick with doppelgangers, 
mistaking Prudhomme for 
DeLuise, like Seinfeld 

and everyone else has done 

in this totally fucked-up 

world. 
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The Dog Days of Guilt 


These canine afternoons 
leave none to trek 

past leafy ceilings 

and the water bowls 
drowning bugs 


and as repellant 

as outside feels, inside August 
hangs 

like the smell of one’s sweat 
ona hook; 


the door creaks ajar, 

its squeak for lubrication, 
widening with window’s 
breeze, 

like a cat’s protracted 
yawn, with the sound of 
cicadas in heat, 


my withering plant 
cringes, its violet 
flowers quaking 

at the thunder 
within the ellipse, 
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the light above— 
a stroboscope, 


its off-and-on and off-and-on 
harkening to the night 

of the prom, when | was hesitant 
to kiss you, missed my chance 
when the final song ended 

and the spinning ball aloft 
abruptly halted: 


like a car that will brake 
and skid, 


before its tumble 

down an embankment, 
with you behind the wheel 
and me with my regret 
that | never offered a lift, 
while the seconds had 
flashed 

before fading, 

ripe with their verdant 
promise. 
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Bistro de Montréal 


You’re hesitant 

to check 

the bill of fare, note de frais 
it says 

in padded vinyl, recalling 

as a girl 

you’d ordered consommé, 
after your parents 

let you pick 

from the menu en Francaise, 
anything 

that you wanted, 

thinking it sounded cool, 
never catching the 

smirk 

from the maitre d’, 


that you were left 

to learn your lesson, 
slurping broth 

and fallen tears, 

eyeing your siblings 

wolf le hamburger 

et les frites, with a slice of 
ala mode, 

your parents, their 

creme brilée, 
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while you chose 

to play it safe 

and ordered nothing 
for le dessert, 

your mother’s rien, 
sil vous plait, 
delivered with an air 
of punishment, 

for your pouting 
and jealous gaze, 
for your failure 

with a language 
they had loved, 


and you plotted 
a future meal 
when you were older, 


worked your way to 
C in fifth-grade French, 


when you gleaned 
a dozen mollusks 
from the garden, 
placed them 

on your parents’ 
gilded plates, 


that escargots 
would surely 
pay them back, 


that vengeance 

is the same in either 
tongue, 

served best 

when il fait froid, 


will take 

its sweetest time 
to come to pass, 
like a snail that needs 
forever 

to move a mile, 
careful not to crack 
its spiral shell, 

like a chicken 

and its egg, 

un oeuf 

et un poulet. 
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The Glory of Birds 


The laurel is theirs alone, 
not some sun’s 

sluggish ascent 

up billowing stairs, 

or the caustic 

shrill of a bell 

we might ignore, 


because at dawn 
they are the heralds, 


of our communal, human 
morning, 


the reason | awaken; 


yes, giving credit to the 
coffee 
a-brew, 


its familiar waft 

that lifts me from my 
berth, 

which moves in step 
with the earth, 
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its sphere 

a carousel, 
around a Sol 

we deem our soul, 


but all of that is 

lost inside the News, 
which jolts us each 
in days of horrid war, 
when viruses 

are afoot 

and Yemeni 

children starve 

amid our toast, 

our eggs and 
marmalade, 


or maybe it’s just 

the neighbour’s 

yelping dog, 
announcing his master’s 
dozy roll into 

his drive, after 

the midnight shift 

has ended 

and he’s fallen asleep 
on the horn, 
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the kids next door 
stumbling to see 
what the commotion is 
all about, 

or perhaps 

start a dash 

down the hall, 

to get to the 
bathroom first, 
finches papered 
to its walls 

to hide the cracks. 
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Untitled 


| asked if you’d 

come up witha 

name for the poem 
you’ve been writing 

and you answered not yet, 


annoyed by my 
response: great title, 
succinct and 
to-the-point, 

which was super- 
fluous, | know, 

as well as most 
unfunny, 


which reminded 

me of the moment 
REM were Out of Time, 
to conjure the name 
of their new LP, 

that Warner 
unwittingly broke 

the creative block, 


that | too 
have seen the crag 


of muted stones, 
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the words that failed to 
topple 

off my tongue’s 
precipice, 


like the night 

| was unable to 
speak, anything 

of love, if | loved 
you, if it thrust into 
my side like a lance, 
nailed my wooden 
heart upon a stake, 


that in the agony 
that is silence, 

all | could finally 
manage: not now, 
I’m sorry, not yet. 
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For Michael 


It’s a writer 

who will always have 
detractors, 

those who scorn 

no matter the 
masterpiece— 


Alexandre Dumas 
christened Alexander 
Dumbass by his critics, 


his trio of 
Musketeers: 

a chocolate bar 
so light it never 
fills, a barb 

which would have 
stung him had 
confectioners 
made it sooner; 


Dickens 
Charlie Dickhead, 


a Twisted 
Oliver— 
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a flaccid type of 
drink 
with curdled milk, 


guffaws behind his 
back 

whenever he strode 
into the bar, fresh 
manuscript in hand, 
a feathered 

quill and ink 

within his pockets; 


Stephen King 
called Stilted Thing 


that hung around in 
sewers, that Shit was 
apropos, another 
pound-foolish 

clown 

to terrorize, 


and think of Virgil 
labelled Virgin, 


his Aeneus 
but an anus 
to his peers, 41 


those who 

surely knew 

they’d never 

top him, could only 
leave ‘em laughing 
with critiques, 

so cutting 

that even to this day, 


his bust will drop a tear 
when no one’s looking, 
in the mind of 

a poetaster, 

which rhymes with 

a disaster, 

at least that’s what 
you told me 

when | asked for 

your opinion, 

about some poem 
even worse 

than this. 
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The Tortoise 


takes it personally 
when called a Turtle— 
scantily referred to 

in poetic lore; 
remembered 

as a laggard, 


for its excessive 
longevity— 

over one-and-a-half times 
a centenarian, 


seeing kings and 
kingdoms fall, 
new countries 
arise 

from the smoky 
dissipation 

of war. Surviving both Castro 
and the Queen 
and a dozen-plus 
Presidents 
in-between. 


You’ve endured, 

dear tortoise, 

all of your animal friends 
(if indeed you had any)— 
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and at funerals: 
always the deathmaid, 
never the death. 


You were there, 

creeping over a log 

when the Wrights learned 
how to fly, then 
awkwardly stretching 
your wrinkled neck 

to see the moon 

in’69; 


and still, as the unburied 
decay and scatter, 

you linger, freeze- 
framed around the world 
by an iPhone’s mocking 
meme; 


and you recall 

when it was new, 
these devices for 
distant speaking, 


hand-cranked, 
then dialed numerically. 
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Only the trees 

can tell your tale, 
that you once 

were young and spry, 


plodding a quarter- 
foot a minute 
while the wild west 
was won, 


spending evanescent 
moments 
within your crusty shell, 


that you were 

far more sociable 

than we think, 

a jokester by the pond, 


and yes, you were the one 


that bested 


the rabbit’s 
cocksure cousin, 
one with a similar 
problem 

and a homophone 
of hair, 
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getting 

little respect, 
shamed by losing a 
race so long ago— 


that to you was merely 
yesterday, your single 
instance of glory, 

the only act to outlive 
your endless aging. 
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Mantis 


It’s been years 

since we’ve seen one, 
and the wait 

was all for naught— 


its head raised 
haughtily, 

raptorial arms 
held far apart, 


not together 

in supplication, 
not in grovel 

to a God, 

an Abrahamic 
Deity 

who supposedly 
made its blueprint, 


in the burst 

of a quantum blink, 
along with all the /ocusts 
and big-eyed bugs, 


ones who later devoured 
Pharoah’s fields, 

doing whatever 

Yahweh asked, 


but let’s dispense with 
all the hoppers 

in the grass, 

get back to this 
apostate 

who isn’t on its knees, 


you Say it’s an 

Atheist, the mantis 

who balks 

at prayer, 

who watched its offspring 
eaten alive, 


while humbly 
bowed in reverence 
to its Maker, 


pled for mercy 

for its young, 

to make the hunter 
much less hungry, 
find a way to slice 
its viscous web, 
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reminded of the 

time 

its mate was snatched 
by a thrush’s beak, 

a bird’s Kaddish 

from the highest branch 


ignored 

by the lobes of the Lord, 
the morning 

in which its hatchlings 

had all fallen to the ground, 


consumed by an infidel, 


a hyena perhaps, one who 
merely chuckles 
at the thought, that 


the couturier 

of fang and claw 
will yield 

and intervene, 


make the trophic 
ledger even, admit 
to a blatant flaw 
in His design, 
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that Eden 

never happened, 
that Darwin 

had it right, 

that life is just 

a bitter work-in- 
progress, 


and when asked 
by His disciples 
why things are 
the way they are, 


He’ll simply shrug, 
say none of us 
understand, 

that perfection 
can’t be rushed, 


will be non- 
negotiable, 

in that distant, 
utopian moment 


when a spider 
sucks on nectar 


instead of blood, 
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when all of us on the Earth 
will give His tired ears a break, 
allow Him to hear 

the dawning lilt 

of starlings much in love. 
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This Bag is Not a Toy 


This pellucid, 

plastic sleeve, 
slippery as an 

icicle 

to the touch, 

which held my trio 
of padded envelopes 
(used to mail those 
once-in-a-blue-moon 
orders for my book), 
is inked with 

an outré caveat: 


THIS BAG 
IS NOT A TOY, 


and I’m forced to 
wonder what birthed 
this bizarro warning, 


if it was a toddler 
who had ditched 

her coloured blocks, 
to slide 

her chubby fingers 
into its mouth, 
unable to shake it off 
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(like a fox with its 
foot in a trap), 

and bawled her 
bellowing tantrum 
through the daycare, 


or possibly 

a boy of six, 
slipping it over 

his head, 
mimicking the 
helmet of an 
astronaut, taking 
that one giant leap 


before suffocation, 
before seeing 

his entire world 

as the forlorn, 
trifling marble 
that it is, 


then maybe that 

kid in the barrio, 

who’s never had 

a plaything in her 
life, 
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whose father 
brought it back 
for a refund, in 
order to buy some 
flour, the stationer 
refusing 

before he’s shot in 
desperation and 
an orphan is born 
of it all, 


hearing from her 
dad via letters 
from the jail, 
arriving 

stamped & sealed 
for 40 years, 


who saved up 

for a telescope 

to scan the lunar 
scars, had it shipped 
to her lonely hovel 
in Sdo Paulo, 
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coming with Silica packs, 
labelled CAUTION: 
DO NOT EAT, 


which perhaps 

has saved some lives, 
a culinary 
temptation 
otherwise, 

sheathed in bubble 
wrap, 


that you’d pop it 
between your teeth 
were it not for 

the admonition, 


with a dash 

of cardamom, 

a swig of Brazilian 
rum to wash it down. 
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Marconi 


The eight-year-old 

next door tells us 

Macaroni invented the 

radio, something she learned 
in third-grade science, 

stars all in her eyes, 


and we’re both pleased 
and pleasantly surprised 
the way things work 

is being taught 

at her impressionable 
age, 


that she’ll learn the /ayers 
of all the strata 

and the DNA 

of chimps 

we share a common 
ancestor with, 


evolution’s 
splitting branch, 
its sailing seeds 
of wheat, 
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that pasta’s 

been around 

since the Shang 
Dynasty, that Marco 
Polo took the credit, 


that it somehow 
mutated, evolved 
into a technical 
genius, 


with Fusilli 

conceiving 

the carriage 

without a horse, 

letting Ford perfect 

the blueprints 

because her life was ina 
spiral at the time, 


that notoriety 

would be out of the 
question, that her affair 
with Spaghettini 

would cause nothing but 
lurid scandal, 


and Ravioli 

beating Edison 

to the electric punch, 
that the towns on 

Italian coasts 

were all alight, 

before Tesla 

made his mark 

in Illinois, the World’s Fair 
another farce, an overrated 
Serbian taking bows, 


and then there’s Penne 
making a monkey 

out of Musk, 

that he made a Camaro 
move 


with the might of the rising 
sun—before the South African 
wet his diapers 

during apartheid, 


that one of these days 


he’ll gladly announce 
his own social media, 
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much more innovative 
than simply X 
marks the spot, 


that he’ll be saucy 
at the launch, 


no, not of rockets 
to the moon 

or to the bleak 
of Marian dunes, 


but the one where 
eight-hundred 
million people 
are affixed behind 


their phones, 


make it through the 
day without a single 
insult thrown, 

a single 

conspiracy, 


like the vintage days 
of frequency, 

of kilohertz 

and turn-the-dial, 
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when recipes 

were dropped 
between the news, 
like the one 

for mama’s lasagna, 
on WKTC, 


in which the crush 

of red tomatoes 
reminded households 
of the blood 

of their departed, 


the sons on the western 
front, whose names 
rose up to heaven 
when its transmitter 
had grown taller 

than the trees, 


when children 

in all their wonder 
thought they’d heard 
the voice of gods. 
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Saints & Sinners 


The only difference 
between immoral and 
immortal is the t, 


the cross of Christ, 
the minister said, 
leaving the sinful 
ways behind, 
embracing a 
forever life, 


which made no 
sense to me, 

that I’m always 
finding fault 

with would-be gods, 


their denouncement 
of all things sex, 

that without it 
there’s no living 

to begin with, 
eternal or otherwise, 


that a baby 

born to an 
unwed mum 

is no different 
than the blessed, 


61 


birthed of couples 
espoused in church, 
sealed with water 
and the Triune 
prayer. 


But what is it 
about the letter 
t 

that gives it 

so much power? 
To be the bearer 
of the sentence 
of death? Its 
disappearance 
from a single word 
resulting in our 
damnation? 


That your failure 

to invite it over 

spoke of the darkness 
of your soul? 

When you guzzled 

all the whiskey 

from the bottle— 
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embraced the prostitute 
who offered 
two-for-one, 


that Madonna 

loved both girls 

and boys like you, 
that a drunken 
ménage a trois 

was somehow wrong; 
that the Lord of 
Hosts would neglect 
to give you credit, 


for knowing a 
clever deal 
when you saw one, 


that if you sin 

sin wisely, 

at once ina single 
night, 


claim that you had had 
an awful day, 

a doubling devil- 
of-a-merry-time, 
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that everyone on Earth 
has such a day, 

an S that slithers 

softly in the tree, offers 
something better 

than letter T, 


says living forever 
isn’t half the fun 

it was, that quality 
should be considered, 


that it’s preferable 
to fornicate 

while you’re young, 
do the deed 

while supple & spry, 


that the worst thing 

that can happen 

is a child enters the world, 
knowing the English 
alphabet by five, 

haggles for a discount 
with that damnable 
twentieth 

character, 
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the one who whispers 
judgement in your ear, 


says you'll grow 

to rue the day 

you took advantage 
of its absence, 


had some fun 
at your own expense, 


learn how torrid 
the flames will be 
while all the saved 
are bored to tears, 


hoping they’II 

douse the blaze, 

with an errant 

water balloon, the largest 
of its kind, hurled 

in a surprising moment 
the Saviour’s back 

is turned away, 


testing a fettered 
faith, one that really 
fits them to at. 


The Baptist 


You’ve never danced 
a day in your life. 

A good Baptist girl, 
never held in your 
twirl & sway, 


no arms 
around your waist, 
like an Eden’s 

snake that hugs 

a tree of knowledge. 


Even a pirouette 

is out-of-bounds, 

a solo spin 

to mimic the Earth, 
marking a day 
made by a God. 


| hate the Elders 

for what they’ve done 
to you, freeze- 

framed in a corner chair, 
at this post-wedding 
night of frivolity, 
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a wallflower of their 
making, with none 
to water your bloom, 


your explicit sulk 
a signal to keep away, 


unaware I’d sweep 
you off your feet 
if Reverend Hayes 
would lighten up, 


stop obsessing 
about our shoes, 
their willingness 
to step beyond the 
border, 


ones aligned 
to the beat 
of our blesséd sin. 
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Spectacle 


You’ve never looked 

so entrancing 

| declare, and you say 
my glasses 

are too smudged for me 
to know what beautiful 
is. 


Later, my naked eyes 
squint 

upon sight of a single 
rose, 

left you by an admirer, 
and it’s wilting after 
hours ina vase. 


Maybe he’s far- 
sighted, | offer as 
conjecture; 

perhaps the florist took 
advantage 

of his condition 


and | date myself 


by comparing him 
to Mr. Magoo. 
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He was near-sighted, you 
take me by surprise, 
knowing something 
about a character 

clearly before your time. 


You add that I’m simply 
jealous | didn’t send one 
off myself, and that 

| need to feel superior 
by knocking 

the competition. 


But earlier in the week, 

| wanted to expedite 

an arrangement 

wrapped in colour, 
unwilling to pay for delivery, 
the outrageous 

gas & taxes, 

each stamen 


speaking of a “love” 

| hold for you, 

that the ice- 

cold excuse for a heart 
you own 

would be blind 

to their off-key spectrum, 


that blue should have 
no business 

mixed with red, 

that the tips of the 
petals 


shrivel 


since your abode’s 
so very dry, 


and everything 

that makes them 
human, 

as we in our charade 
pretend to be. 
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Television 


They could see me, 
or so | thought 
when | was a boy, 
watching the anchor 
share the news, 


eyes sizzled into 
mine, to check 

if | gave a damn, 
about all the children 
being napalmed 

in Vietnam, 


the weatherman 
gauging 

my reaction, 

to Sunday’s 

call for rain, 


then the bad guy 
outdrawing 

the sheriff, 

sizing up the popcorn 
in my bowl, 

as he blew 

on the muzzle 

of his gun, 
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while | worried 

if I’d have to 

hand it over, 

this lumpy, buttery mess, 
that coated 

my fingers 

with gold, 

that I’d better 

change the channel 

in a jiffy, 


await the laughter 
from the comic 
on the stage, 
who'd sneer 

at my butterfly 
pajamas, 


an upgrade 

from the underwear 
I’d worn 

the night before, 
when Phyllis Diller 
looked directly 

in the camera, 
chuckled yeah, 

| can see you, 
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there on your 
flowered couch, 


scratching myself 
in places 

where I’d never 
relieve an itch, 

if | were stuck 

in a crowded 
classroom, 

or out on the 

hill at recess, 


playing scenes 
of the old frontier, 


when it would have been 
construed 

as reaching for my gun, 
that Wyatt Earp 

would mow me down 
for such a brazen move, 


right between the eyes, 
like Randolph Scott 
had snarled 

before my bedtime, 
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gazing out from our 
TV, looking me 
square in the face, 


knowing I’d duck 
beneath the blanket 

like the kid across 

the street had done 
while seven years of age, 


who’s unable 

to watch a western 
to this day, 

sports a Jays cap 
on his head 

where a Stetson 
would have been. 
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Southpaw 


Though I’ve always 
been right-handed, 
I’m a left-handed 

shot with the puck. 


| also hit 

left and hope the ball 
will clear the fence 
like something fired 
from a cannon. 

And my left fist’s 

in the air 

whenever a boxer 
scores a knockout, 
always looking out 
for the next Ali. 


It’s November, 

and you note | 

rake from the left, 
reach up for your tea- 
cup while my right hand’s 
lying flatly by my side, 
lazy as a cat 

in a siesta, 

always resting 

for the moment 

that it’s summoned 
into action, 
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like a sprinter 
awaiting the bang 

of a commencing gun, 
feet in the starting 
blocks, digits 

behind the line, 

asses in the air. 


It’s not the hand 

but the brain 

I’ve been informed, 

that our wrists and palms 
and fingers are merely 
puppets for our 
synapses, 


that the hemisphere 
on my left births 
creativity, 


this poem, 
for instance, 
its fixation 
on flowered 
cadence, 
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that if left 

to my right 

it would be 
methodical, numerical, 
open to cold 

analysis, 

deprived of 

a turn of phrase, 

a one-in-a- 

million metaphor, 


a twist at the finish line, 
like an M. Night 
Shyamalan film, 


that Bruce 

Willis would have never 
pulled it off, 

his being a ghost 
without us knowing, 
had the director 

been a southpaw 
onthe mound, 


striking out 

the side 

with the meanest 
curling spitball 
ever seen. 
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November Rose 


It's a Jane or Johnny-come-lately, 

the solitary rose in my garden, 

a harvest holdover or belated bloom 
that's risen when the others have died. 


It has none to compete for attention, 
isn't lost in a sea of red. 


| ponder its predicament, 

think of it as lonely, 

regretting it didn't blossom sooner 
when the buzz of flying insects 
were droning their affection. 


I'll water it in the evening, 

as stars speck the sky in Autumn's cool. 
I'll sing it to sleep 

as | retire, 

pray for grace 

should the frost strike swift. 
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Before You Die 


Before You Die, it seems, 
has been springing up in bookstores 
all over the place. 


“1001 Movies to See Before You Die” — 
double-faced in Performing Arts. 


“1001 Places to See Before You Die” — 


yields a tepid trudge to Travel. 


And every genre, 

it seems, has its own 

Arabian Nights-inspired thing to do 
before the hooded hangman calls: 


“1001 Foods to Eat Before You Die” 
“1001 Albums to Hear Before You Die” 
“1001 Books to Read 

Before 

You 

Die.” 


It’s worth noting 

that with all this talk of death, 

the titles continue to fly 

and booksellers can scarcely keep up. 
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Maybe that’s due to the fact 
that you’re never, ever told 
exactly how you'll die, 

for it’s unlikely you’ll see: 


“1001 Dances to Learn 

Before You Develop Cancer” 

or 

“1001 Liqueurs to Drink 

Before You Get Hit by a Train” 

OR 

“1001 Puzzles to Solve 

Before You Get Shot in the Head.” 


Perhaps we prefer that Death 
keep its own swell of incense, 
its own black curtain, 

its own cryptic crossword, 
one not deciphered 

by reader or writer alike. 


But why that extra one after one thousand? 
That little bonus, as a P.S. or encore— 

to make amends 

for the penultimate trip or film? 
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Where you’re much too anxious 

about your impending expiry 

to enjoy that stroll in Oahu ... 

too perturbed about your nearing demise 
to laugh through A Day at the Races ... 


and only Banks’ allusion 
to The Sweet Hereafter 
will make that final book 
even tolerable. 
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The Baby, Albeit... 


Maybe | mirror 
you, in ways of 
unawares, as your 
mobile carousels 
above your head, 


a monitor 

that ensures 

you’re sleeping soundly, 
a roll from shielded 
eyeballs 


hinting of a dream, 


though you’re more 
than just phantasmic, 
some fluid, chimeric 
guest, absent of 
speech and belief, 


these faintest of 
gurgles unfurling, 
from a body 

that knows not 
its name, 
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under lull 
of clement light, 
cerulean ceiling— 


this elusive, crooked sky. 
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Festival Marketplace 


There’s a sculpture 

of the Earth inside the mall, 
outshining the rings 

and necklaces 

of the jeweller 

directly across it— 


I’d give it more regard 

but the liquor store 

is only yards away, 

and that bottle of Chianti, 

from central Tuscany, 

which | buy because it’s cheap lush, 


sirens me like a woman 
at sea, my Bella D’ora, 


who is more beautiful 
in her dime-a-dozen 
gown 


than anyone, in any corner, 


of our tilted, drunken 
world. 
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December 


Too cheap 

to buy the warmth 
of the real 

deal, our avoidance 
of all things 

Costco, the 

shove from covetous 
crowds, 


we watch the Fireplace 
Channel, the crackling 
of logs eternal, 

a stoke that births 
forever— 


wood that’s 
never totally 
consumed, 


despite the encroachment 
of a cancerous 
black, the threat 
a greyish ash 
will sit supreme, 
that there’s nothing 
left to see 
but the sweep 
of soot & cinders; 
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the smothering 

of wayward 

sparks 

that would otherwise 
start a blaze— 

had we a Christmas 
card nearby, 
bestowing to us 
the blessings 

of Bethlehem: 
“May the wonder 
of Baby Jesus 

dwell within you 
through the year.” 


After an hour 
we are bored, 
that the security 
which is offered 


precludes 

all the drama of 
life, its incessant 
need to struggle, 
clawing its way 
to the top. 
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You press a button 
on the remote, 
moving us 

a channel ahead: 


the calm of 
aquarium, 


knowing we’ll never 
see the food chain 
underwater, 

the enormity 

of a gulp 

that swiftly kills, 


that the scenes 
of belly-up— 


have long been 
censored 
from our gaze, 


that all these 
gentle fish 

are now in heaven, 
having died 

off years ago, 
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swimming 

amid the screen 
of our TV, 

the one we got 
on sale 

at Canadian 
Tire, its boast of 
Elysian Fields, 


that if you flip 
between the news 
between the carnage, 
you'll find peace 

an endless circle, 

the splash of 

flame and sea, 

that sand and breeze 
await you, 


there, in the tip 

of your own 

finger, in the twinkling 
of an eye 

we thought was a 

pitch, from the salesman 
cursing customers 
beneath his breath. 
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Happy Holidaze: A Christmas Ennead 


It’s the summer, 
and the sky a 
cyan-azure meld, 


eyelash wisp of cirrus 
and varied flowers 
perfuming the air. 

Too colourful 

to try and name. 

lam not Adam; 

it’s not my responsibility. 


Evergreens, 

and | spot the twine 
of Christmas lights, 
hidden in hibernation, 
around several inner 
branches of this park. 


I stop, pointing 
out the tint 
of tangerine, 
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in the most ascended 
of the leaves— 


that hint of autumn’s 
approach, 

and that snow will somehow 
come before we know it. 


It’s the summer, 

and you sense that 

lam waiting— 

for another shade of 
white—not of cloud 

but of frigid 

frost and flake, 

an acceptable kind of 
reason to stay indoors, 
from which I'll never 
choose to leave, 

with curl of lights aglow— 
blue and green and red and gold 
burning in a wayward 
hearth, never skipping 

a single beat. 
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| would dress as 

Santa Nicholas, 

were it not for the 
oversized suit— 

and for the fact that 

its red would be stained 
with charcoal 

if | slid down the chimney 
with care. 


Therefore, make it black. 

Make it seven sizes smaller 
and forego the paste-on beard. 
The eggnog has been spiked 
and | will need to quaff it down 
without a hindrance. 


Outside, the wind whisks 

the aforementioned flakes. 
Inside, you shake my gift to you: 
a snow globe 

without a crack. 
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At least that’s what 
the pawn shop said 
the blizzardy night 
before. 


vi 


Our cat is 

curled in the corner; 

the house mouse, drunk 
ona fallen chocolate. 
Both will sleep 

as we, 


on this night of cocoa 
beans, flow of 
German brandy, 


from a box we would have 
re-gifted 

had our neighbour 
showed up as planned, 


grateful we are 
for this quiet bestowed 


through the blessing of a squall. 


92 


vii 


It’s the second time around, 
with the Eve on Epiphany, 
wooden dolls within a doll 
and the varenyky 

warm on our plates. 


This isn’t some lateness 
in Kyiv, 

or Julian stubborn 

in his err; 


it’s the tree still aglow 
while the neighbour’s leans 
discarded in the snow, 


January’s gales 
dispersing needles, 


now brown 

and under a star 
unlike our own, 

at least that’s what 

we tell ourselves, 
when we admit there’s 
more liqueur than 
shell of chocolate, 
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that Valentine’s, 

just a number of weeks 
away, isn’t worth the tarried 
inebriation, 

that a Saviour/Babe’s 

been waiting 

since December, 


our slurring Peace on Earth, 


good will to all, 
and to alla blesséd night. 
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Putin has his 
Devil’s Bomb— 


we'll all be 


dead 
before the morrow. 
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ix: an addendum 


| didn’t want to 
end the poem 
this way— 


you’re too dark, 
too cynical, 

a misanthropic 
man, like Williams 
of Tennessee. 


He was born in 
Mississippi, y’know, 
M-iss-iss-i-pp-i. 


We learned to 
spell it 
singingly, 


like sparrows 
which never knew 
the rain could bring 
in so much bounty, 


not the worms 
that writhed 
in mud, 
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that would be 
disgusting; 


| mean the 
open blooms 
of life, 


the pistils, 
stamens, 


knowing 
bees 

were right on 
target, 


birds 
the poet /aureates, 
ones who tell the tale, 


the descendants 
of dinosaurs, 


who saw the flaming 
rock a-comin’, 

had no words 

for “duck” and “cover,” 
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melody 
to soothe 
the soon-extinction, 


their death so bitter- 


sweet. 
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Francisco Cavalier 


Free-form your way next 
to stairwells, push the prize 
cart you wish you’d won 
and earn a trinket 

for a sage and his ad 

vice. 


Very well. You’re stoned again 
and you say this really is 

your final lyric, 

that there’s nothing left 

to sing about 


and at least your cake’s 
not left in the rain, 

like the farcical Richard 
Harris song 

from May of ’68. 


She sold her vinyl albums, 
lip-syncing to Troy 
Bannister, 
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and even he knows 
Esmerelda’s Spotify 

is a sellout. 

And we’re all so disappointed. 


The Coven has yet to meet— 
at Equinox, she’ll play standing 
on her head. The harp that 

no one wanted. 

Troy, cast away your moniker, 
the edge of night has passed. 
Make a record without reverb 
and throw your cowbell 

to the wind. 


Bring me sherbet. Bring me wine 

made by the neighbour’s dad 

who has no taste at all. If it suits 

you fine, | too will draw a picture 

of his wife watering flowers in the nude. 


Can we get this over with? 
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This scrawl you’ve said 

is your very grand finale— 
or maybe you'll scribe 
more couplets, 

about space & time 

& trees of ghostly green, 


maybe Cosmic Trend 

will condescend, accept 

it as your epitaph, your P.S. 
to the bitterness of living, 
the business of scripting see, 
| can write as good 

as middling you, 

mailing your friends 

with the date of 

missile launch. 


It’s all about them 

when your pen 

turns desert-dry. 

And then there’s vodka 

in the /ast of your canteens. 
It was for all the beasts alive 
that are crawling 

in dystopia. 

The maggots. 
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You built a bird 
house for the flies, 
for they as well 
were worthy 

of an abode, 
sheltered 

and palatial, 


saying their genus 
was the work 

of genius, 

the greatest 

of all in flight, 


the gods of shit 

and death 

who kiss the worst 
that we can offer. 

vi 

Close your eyes tightly, 


for all of us. 
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Pray for the happy endings 
we deserve: me, Esmerelda, 
Troy Bannister, Richard Harris, 
the neighbour’s dad and wife, 
and your own nom de plume, 
Francisco Cavalier, 

surname pitched in French. 


Dream that we can sing, we can write, 
draw and have sex whenever we 
desire. That our grapes don’t sour 

in the vineyard of our minds. 

That our use of the term 
motherfucker 

is mere hyperbole. 


Or be Frank one last time 
and tell it like it is. 

Say your damnation 

to bargain bins 

is simple vengeance 
from some Deity, 


undecided on 
karma or hell. 
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If we’d actually read 
your book, 

we never would have 
left it for the thrifters— 
those too cheap 

to pay the sticker 

price. 


vii 


You rested on the 
seventh—like the father 
you emulate, 

resigned that he’s the 
winner—no matter 

how much you hate him. 


That he abandoned 
you in the crib, 
with your dreams 
in infancy, 


like the one 

you re-do creation, 
make nothing 

that sheds its 
blood, 
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write poems 

that make us swoon 
with just a 

soother in your mouth, 
a rattle in your 

hand the sound of 

fire. 
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The author of various books of poetry, as well 


as one of short fiction and another of art & 
photography, Andreas Gripp lives in London, 
Ontario, with his wife, Carrie. 


Lauds and Laurels 


I've always admired the progression in your 
poems and the way they move, effortlessly, 
from a quaint or innocuous observation to 
their unlikely dénouement, the way you 
succeed in always turning a thing on its head! | 
love the sweeping twists you deftly wring out 
of your closing lines, at once so obvious in their 
necessity and altogether out of left field. 
Spontaneous and clever and always a 
refreshing surprise! 


—Teresa Daniele, author 


| love your craftsmanship, your sense of 
rhythm, and deployment of consonance and 
assonance and internal rhyme. It's poetry after 
my own heart, poetry that dares unabashedly 
to be beautiful when discussing hard things. 
Poetry that knows that rolling your car and 
landing upside-down in a ditch gives you a new 
perspective on the ground above and the sky 
below. 


—Richard-Yves Sitoski, Poet Laureate, Owen 
Sound 


The poetry of Andreas Gripp takes hold of 
readers like a beguiling scent, evoking both 
nostalgia and the transcendence of memory 


from the moment it is apprehended. This is 
poetry of common life, a relatable and lyrical 
poetry which propels itself like a song newly 
sung yet undeniably familiar. 


—Chris Morgan, Scene Magazine 


Your poetry has an uncommon, common 
touch: it touches something in each of us, gives 
us a word, a phrase, a picture that we can 
easily relate to. Poetry that does what poetry is 
meant to do: communicate! 


—Carol A. Stephen, author and poet 


The lyricist of our nation, determined to give 
the oftentimes untold stories of personal 
tragedies; the conveyor in the most exquisitely 
personable language of seasonal wisdoms; and 
perhaps among the leading spokespersons for 
the reinstatement of the poetic voice in 
contemporary verses .. as good as the 
American Poet Laureate, Billy Collins. 


—Conrad DiDiodato, author and poet 


Reminiscent of Cohen but more biting. A 
gifted, eloquent, and very brave bard ... He 
speaks to us in a way that earlier poets never 
did—he doesn’t coat the moment in platitudes 


but bares it in our shared and uncertain 
humanity. 


—Katherine L. Gordon, poet and author 


Andreas has the ability to connect with his 
readers through the easy flow and mastery of 
his words. He is one of the best poets in 
Canada. 


—Patricia Shields, author and poet 


I’ve been browsing through your poems with 
immense pleasure. Your wry take on our 
everyday, ordinary doings is sharp and 
engaging. Your understated wit brought a 
smile and the shock of recognition. You 
illuminate the quotidian. 


—Don Gutteridge, poet and author 


Andreas Gripp is a master of cadence, trans- 
forming the daily prosaic into poetry. 


—Penn Kemp, poet and author and inaugural 
Poet Laureate of London 


Edgy, muscular and musical, with a nice dash 
of the absurd. Great work! 


— Mike Madill, poet and author 


Your poems are so full of life ... fun to read! 


—Anna Yin, poet and author, former Missis- 
sauga Poet Laureate 


You are my favourite living poet, no disrespect 
to all my other favourites because they are 
dead. | don't say that lightly, having shelves of 
poetry books. We won't mention the living 
writers because it's not fair to compare when | 
adore your writings so. 


—Amber Dawn Pullin, poet 

| like the human feel in particular in Andreas' 
work. When | read him, | feel as if he is literally 
sitting next to me, talking to me sometimes 
with cynicism, sometimes with love-longing, 
and sometimes with corset-splitting humour. 


—Gina Onyemaechi, poet 


You are to me the best poet of the century. | 
have never read a poem of yours | did not like. 


—Karina Klesko, editor and poet 
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